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You Bore Me 


s there no creativity out there? Most of the 
regularly issued journals I see in the bundles 
have been using the same masthead and/or 
format for the two years I’ve been involved 

in amateur journalism and hobby printing. Don’t you 
get a little tired of it? 1 know I would love to see some 
changes in some of your journals. I think there are some 
pretty creative writers out there. How about trying your 
hand at some typographical creativity. 

Now I'm not suggesting you go crazy and do some- 
thing different every time you publish an issue, like one 
guy we all know. But if you would try something dif- 
ferent, say once a year, it might “‘perk up” your journal. 
Try a little color, change type styles, add some decorat- 
ion, use a different kind of paper, or (the big step) 
change paper size. You don’t need a shop full of differ- 
ent type faces, like more than one person we all know. 
A different arrangement of the same type you normally | 
use or the judicious use of rule can give your journal a 
whole new look. Everything doesn’t have to be centered; 
try something asymmetrical. Experiment. Everything | 
do doesn’t look great, but every once in a while I hit on 
something that does. 

January would be a good time to make some 
changes. Start planning now and I’m looking forward 
to seeing some journals in “new dress.”’ 


at call 


Sentinel Press Now Selling Paper 


nterest in my idea of selling paper has been 
moderate but I think that I may be of service 
to a few people, so I am now stocking a few 
paper items for sale. If you would like a book 
of samples, a price list and order form, send me a legal 
size (#10) stamped, self-addressed envelope with 56 
cents postage attached. 

It is not my intention to make money at this ven- 
cure. | would like this to be a service to my fellow small 
printers. I don’t think there’s anyone else out there who 
will sell you a hundred envelopes or a ream of bond cut 
to any size you want and have it delivered to your door. 
And I don’t have a minimum order. 

Several of you expressed no desire for common 
items like bond paper or envelopes but I feel there is a 
need and only time will prove if I’m right. Several others 
were quite interested in better grades of paper. I will 
endeavor to accomodate these people also. I will be 
stocking Mohawk Letterpress Text and will periodical- 
ly buy selected specialty papers in large quantities and 
sub-divide. 

I have included in my prices, a small profit to pay 
for samples, copies, some postage and packing materials. 
Any profits over and beyond this will be used to pur- 
chase and stock a wider range of paper. If there is 
enough support, I will add other supply items such as 
ink. 


My main supplier for speciality papers will be 
Andrews /Nelson / Whitehead, so if you’re interested in 


the better papers, write to them at 31-10 48th Avenue, 
Long Island City, New York 11101 and request their 
sample books. Then write to me if there’s something 
you might like to buy and maybe we can put together 


a large order. 
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Leadstacker Honored 


or the second year in a row, The Leadstacker 
has been awarded a Laureate. My sincere 
thanks to the Laureate Committee. 

} At the Tampa convention, I was also 

given a Presidential Merit Award by Fossils president 

Dick Fleming. Again, my sincere thanks, to Mister 


Fleming. 
PEO ety, 


Printers’ Kands 
David Born 


Printers’ hands cracked and dry, 
Whether you’re a gal or guy, 
Grimy, colored, nasty too, 
Sort of reminds you of an old bum’s shoe. 
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Milk and Cookies 


Jack C. Cavie 


When I was quite a bit younger, I enjoyed lying in 
my parents’ driveway, gazing up at the stars on warm 
summer nights. On one such occasion, my mother curi- 
ous as to her youngest’s location, stuck her head out the 
door and called my name. 

‘John.”’ 

eS 

‘“Where are you?”’ 

‘In the driveway.” 

‘What are you doing in the driveway?”’ 

‘Just lying here staring up at the stars. Did you 
know that there are millions and millions of stars, and 
that we'll never be able to reach any of them? And that 
the universe goes on forever and ever. How can it go on 
forever? It seems like it would have to stop somewhere. 
But that somewhere would have to go somewhere too 
and stop somewhere else too, wouldn’t it? It’s all con- 
fusing.” 

‘You shouldn’t think about things like that dear. 
Come in for some milk and cookies.”’ 

Moms always have the right answers. I shouldn’t 
think about things like that, and milk and cookies could 
usually solve most of my problems. But it could cause 
some problems also. 

At some magic point in the midafternoon a famil- 
iar yell could be heard in our neighborhood. 

‘James and John, milk and cookies.”’ 

Mom had a strong voice. I suppose this was the re- 


sult of growing up on a farm and calling all sorts of 
small animals. There was no place to hide when it was 
‘milk and cookie’ time. I would cringe. I don’t re- 
member what my brother did, but I feel ic was along 
the lines of a cringe also. 

This shouldn’t be misconstrued asa dislike for milk 
and cookies. What kid in his right mind is going to re- 
fuse a chance to eat all of the cookies, hot out of the oven, 
he possibly could and wash them down with a cold glass 
of milk. That’s the stuff childhood dreams are made of. 
No, the problem wasn’t the cookies. It was them. It was 
the kids that you would walk a block out of the way 
just to avoid. And they lived right behind me. Right 
from the start I could tell that life wasn’t going to give 
me an even break. I never was quite sure whether they 
were mean just because they had nothing better to do, 
or if it was because they never received a ‘‘milk and cook- 
ies’ call from their mother. I tend to think, upon con- 
siderable reflection, that they had nothing better to do. 

The timing and logistics of this midafternoon play- 
break never seemed to be in our favor. This menace to 
global peace was always situated between us and our 
house when the cookie alarm went out. Try as we might, 
we could never find a safe path home without coming 
across these neighbors with their jeers of ‘James and 
John, milk and cookies; James and John, milk and 
cookies’’.We felt like invertebrates. Just crawl on home, 
it can’t get any worse. It did of course. 

The matter worsened when we received, for some 


‘special occasion, t-shirts with our names on fon Cer- 


tain death. I had pondered the boundlessness of the uni- 


verse, stared infinity squarely in the eye and asked the 
unanswerable, and while all the time the universe in its 
totality could be sucked into a black hole that was on 
the front of a t-shirt, in the form of my name. I guess 
the end is always swift and comes from a form you 
never suspect. 

My brother and I would never venture far from 
home when wearing our “‘special’’ t-shirts, especially 
if ic was near “milk and cookie ’’time. And it wouldn’t 
have been so bad, but our ages were so spaced, that 
there was always someone older and bigger to beat the 
fool out of someone else. There were three of them and 
two of us. Is there no justice? 

I mean, | tried to be good. I mowed the lawn and 
washed the dishes every so often, and tried not to com- 
plain very much. It was my brother’s fault. He com- 
plained all of the time. Yea, it was his fault we didn’t 
have a 17 year old brother that was built like 1960 
Dodge. Life would have been a lot easier then. We 
could wear t-shirts with our names spelled backwards 
and not ever worry about it. 

Sometime ago, I ran into one of the ‘‘kids’’ that 
used to beat the fool out of me when I was little. He 
was with his girl friend. And I introduced myself to her 
as the kid the boyfriend used to beat on when we were 
growing up. She just smiled. I’m eight inches taller and 
weigh forty pounds more than he does now. Maybe 
some things do even out in life. 
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; Chis issue of Che Leadstacker was set ¥ 
primarily by Golgonooza Letter Foundry < 
using a Monotype composition caster. 


JOHN KORN 
|] 7801 Westwood Ave. 
Little Rock, AR 72204 
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